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gave her an inexpressible charm. Yes, she is a woman who can feel, and she has lived her life and felt it very acutely, very sincerely—sincerely ? . . . like a moth caught in a gauze curtain 1 Well, would that preclude sincerity? Sincerity seems to convey an idea of depth, and she was not very deep, that is quite certain. I never could understand her;™-a little brain that span rapidly and hummed a pretty humming tune. But no, there was something mo:re in her than that. She pften said things that I thought clever, things that I did not forget, things that I should like to put into books. But it was not brain power; it was only intensity of feeling—nervous feeling. I don?t know . . . perhaps. . . . Sh© has lived her life . . . yes, within certain limits she has lived her life. None of MB do more than that True. I remember the first time I saw her. Sharp, little, and merry-—a changeable little sprite. I thought she had ugly hands; so she has, and yet 1 forgot all about her handa before I had known her a month. It is now seven years ago. How time passes 1 I was vary young then. What battles we have had, what quarrels 1 Still we had good times together. She never lost sight of me, but no intrusion ; far too clever for that. I never got the better of her but once * * . once I did, enfmf She soon made up for lost ground. I wonder what the charm was. 1 did not think her pretty, 1 did not think her clever; that I know. . . , L never knew if she cared for me, never. There were moments when . . * Curious, febrile, subtle little creature, oh, infinitelytand;" also thy settings of                                j
